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The full story of the Czechoslovak struggle for recognition
cannot be told here. For the Czechoslovaks it was a trying
period. They could not understand the delay. Yet there
were many serious difficulties. During the first year the French
Government was opposed to recognition in general and to the
President in particular. There were also complicated legal
obstacles including the problem of juridical continuity which
the Czechoslovaks were most eager to establish. Fortunately
they are a patient people, and, as on previous occasions in
their history, their patience won a reward which hastiness and
over-anxiety might have retarded. During this exacting period
the President, ably assisted by Jan Masaryk whose knowledge
of English and of the English people was invaluable, pursued
his object with dignified perseverance, and my admiration and
respect for him have been greatly increased by the nobility of
his conduct during these years of exile. He is an optimist by
nature. Some people consider him over-optimistic. But exile,
once described by Karl Marx as a life of shame and scandal,
is the hardest test of character that men can face, and few
stand up to it. To the emigre optimism is as necessary as his
daily bread, and the Benes type of optimism is always
reasoned, even if to some judges the reasoning may seem too
wishful. To the President Munich was almost a mortal blow,
and at one moment I thought he would not recover from it.
But the spiritual strength that is in him pulled him through,
and his character and magnanimity have been greatly
strengthened by the ordeal. No one will expect him to
praise or even forget Munich, but never once during these last
four years have I heard a word of personal recrimination fall
from his lips. Even by the cynical such forbearance must be
regarded as a tribute to his political sagacity.

In those early days of September 1939 I found him living
in a little villa, just like scores of others in the same street, in
Putney. It was a brittle little house with a tiny bomb shelter
in the back garden plot. When the bombing of London